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PRINGLE'S FLAT.

v You will have s besutiful day, my
dear.” said Mrs, Hope, ss she looked
admiringly fivst st her son Dick, who
was Jriving up to the door in his new
buggy. then at her daughter-in-law,
Mary Hope, whose honey-moon was at
its full.

1 am so glad!™ said the young wife.
«What lovely wenther we¢ have had

ever since I eame here’ not at all like
whit sume of my friends predicted when

they said we ought to spend our honey-
moon in the East.” '|

Dick Hope at that moment sprang
out of his bugry lightly, and gnllantly l
pxtended a hand to his wite, l

w Nonsense!"' exclaimed Mary Hope. |
o | wm not sach & helpléss ereature t!mt
1 can't zet in myself,™ and she stepped
lightly into the buggy with & wmerry
Jaugh.

Mrs. Hope the older gave an approv-
ing nod: **1U's just as well to let Dick |
know vou esn help yoursell. These
Westorn men—"

« Need managing like other men™ |
interrupted her danghter-in-aw  with |
another langh.

Old Mr, Hope, coming down from
the stables st that mowment, eyed the
horse, buggy and harpess (Diek had |
expended seven bundred dollars on
that tura-out), then stood patting the
horse's peck kindly, He was an-ad- |
mirer of fine horses, and his judgment |
was sought fur and wide on all points
of horse-lesh: * There's fine mettle
here, Dick."

| know i, said Dick, prondly, ‘

“ Cheap st four bundred,” said Mr.
Hope. * Have you tried her yot?'

1 think she's good for two twenty- ‘
one without much of an effort.”

“Why, isn't that a fast horse, Diek?" |

asked his wife, whose curiosity was
aroused.

 Just middling,"" answered her hus- |
band,
than that.”

wites fast.” said his father. **We
used to think it impossible, but we have |

so far on now there's no telling !
at's in a horse. 1 like this mare
i‘t&n much. it was anybody else's,

“Come, now, what would you grive,
futhor P said Dick, hanteringg;.’

<10 a all in the family, so I'm saved a
hundred dollars af leaat.”

“ A hundred more wouldn't buy her,
father. Just suy to anybody that covels |
my new mare | wont take a cent Jess
than seven bundred dollars. Why, she
goes like the wind."”

 That reminds me, Dick; you'd best
take the road round hy Drake's.”

D‘“ kAm.'l lose & good halt-hour," said
ick.

“That's a long way round, father,”
said the elder Mra. Hope.

“ You tauke my advice,” sald her hus-
band, I mm;;:lmin b:sk.hl.t doesn't
matter goin. t blow, you'll
find it .g.!ui e -

Dick, who was adjusting a strap,
looked off east nnd west, smilod in &
satisfied way, and observed, ** I don’t
sve uny signs of & storm."’

said his father; *but no

one knows snything about the wind
here. I'll never forget the swoep 1 E-t
Lwonty years ago coming over Pringle's
isn'"t

Fliat."
*There is where we are mz.
it, Dick?"* Mrs Dick Hope od the
lenst trifle anxious as she turned to her
husbaad, —*‘Was it so bad, Mr. Hope?
“ Bad! Bad's no name for it.  Way,
it blew my wagon as far as from here to
:Jw barn —blow '5’1:.1“;3 ol their feet,
o1e up trees, an me nsl a
rock that saved my life." g
o "‘rlitt must have been terrible," said
A

«We have them out here faster |

- !uu‘gelet him frighten you," said
Dick, smilingly: “lighining never strikes
iwice in the same place. Umall right,
you see. The ouly time I was blown
awny was when [ went East for you.
Are we ull resdy now? Basket in,
mother?"

Mrs. Hope nodded gayly, Dick lifted
the reins lightly, and away the new
huggy with happy occapants sped
ever the prairie.

It was eariy morning.  The fimgers of
the dawn stretchod upwand, dissolving
the shadowy mist that hung over the
prairic and the thin liae of woodland
that lny away off to the west like a

on a Beatly-cut gurment,

wife
mlmm the fowers, filling the ut-

ore with rich odors, There were
lined upon loes of varegated tints
aboye the borizon. Such s suntise
Mary Hope had never looked on exvopt
among the mountsing. There were
tinis of orimson, amber and gold, and
above all white pillarsrolled majesticnl
Iy — palaces more mpgniticont and sintely
then soy that the human mind could

vonoeiye.

. ** How A she sail, as Dick
looked amilingly st ber.

«The mind of man cannol easure

all its beautios,”" snid Dick. as he lighted
n clgar nud settled himself down for
some ** solid enjoyment.”

As the red and golden glories stretch-
ed above the horizon, n light breexe
spruny up, fanning Mary Hope's cheeks,

caressing her hair lightly, and sighing

of troes which
wed slong the
roadway before his son was born, The

through the thin selva
Dick's father had

goil of day wheeled his chariot sloft,
“radisting, a4 only the summer sun ¢an,

the rarest tints of smber and orimson
and gold, until the

f lories,
rolling aloft like B da

reat billows, gradual-
ly archied themselves into the semblance
of & gatewny, through which Mary
Hope oanght, in fancy, glimpses of the
Celestinl City.  She did not speak, but
sat perfectly quiet, drinking in the
beautios of the most beautiful morning
Dick Hope had ever witnessed in the
West.

“[here is Pringle's Flat,” said Dick,
suddenly, pointing shead,

#Surely we have pol come seven

| miles, Dick?"

Scarcely. How far is that abead?

o [s it o mile, Dick?"

Diok lnaghed loudly:
four.”

+ | don't understand it."

“That's what the smart hunters from
the East say when they shoot and miss
theirgnme. It'sthe stmosphere, Mary.”

“1t's & small place,” said his wife,
as she looked forwnrd to Pringie's Fist,
lying o little below them. Beyond it
there was aribbon of molten gold, mude
by the sun's slanting rays falling upon
the river.  *And that'is the river.'

“We'll be there in twenty minutes,”
gaid Dick Hope, ' when | want to ine-

4 Jt's mearer

| teoduce you to some of the nicest peo- |

ple in this end of the State,”*

The peopie Dick referred to reeelved
the young couple in a maaner that made
Mary Hope's cheeks glow with gratifi-
ontion. llln:r' husband was & man uni-
versally admired —as fine a specimen ol
his kind as wus eves produced west of
Pringle's Flat. The bride, during the
two hours they remained In the town,
created u tipple of talk, There was
something sbput Dick and his wife that
made people turn to look at them.
When they drove away, @ soore of

friends waved good wishes uml tossod |

kisses after thom,
» Nowifor Dan's Rock,” said Diek. a4
he gave his mare the rein and cast o

backwand glages at  Pringic's  Flat
» Protiy, isn't it?"

Dick, it's lovely! See the light on the
church-windows; It looks na though it
preuy, oo, the streets so wide, and
there is such an air of peace and come.
that has grown up in n night, it is so
wouderfully clean and neat—just what
ing towns to please people.”

“1I'm glad you like it. That reminds
church, to the left?"

«ft looks charming—the prettiest

“Gilnd vou like it."

“Why, bick?” :
went Eost for you. We'll look inside
of it when we rveturn, if Wwe have

2.

That was Dick Hopa's way.

The drive to Dan's Rock oc
strength,”’ said Dick, as ho tiod his
horse to & tree at the base of the great
where they were to lunch.

»Must 1 olimb up there, Dick?" said

“That's the mme—what we
came out for to—tﬂ:y@'l'ou' ve heard so

ou want to see it for yourseli. Do you
now you remind me 1ow of Parthenia

« Parthenia tamed hor husband, didn’t
she, Dick? 1'm glad your mother saved

That was & lunch Hnlz'l!opo often
recalled in alter-years. ick istod

afler-
her, ** Irish fashion,'’ as she sid
ward.
aver had him to herself in the glad day
with no earions eves 1o peer on them,
in her turn to such straits that he glad.
ly eried quits as he put his hair out of

Then they slowly mounted the mnss-
ive heap called Dan's Rock. Suck a
direction, east, and nlmost as grand a
view to the west.
the ginsses as ho lighted n fresh cignr:
al)o you see that hill away off to the

“Hasn't it & curions shape?™

“That's where the wind comes from.

»What de you mean, Dick™

wThere's a valley back there that ex-
vou vowme to prairie-land like ours back
of Pringle's Flat, ouly there is ten times
valley and plays the very deuce with
things on the river aboul the Point.
the heavens were emptying: all the
water in the valley sweeps down below

G Pretty™ said his wife,
were really on firo  The houses are so
fort about it! Why, it is like a town
a puinter would make if he were paint-
me: do vou see that house above the
house there.™

“It's yours. 1 1 belore 1
hour. **Now for a trial Tl'h'!u:;
rock and assisted his wife to the ground
Mrs. Hope.
wueh of the view from Dan’s Rook that
fetohing water from the spring?"’
me the trouble.”
in foreing il kinds of daint

It was the first time she had

and she subjected her lord anl master
his eyes and viewed his tormentor.
view! A sweep of forty miles in one

Dick sat down and handed his wife
Jeft there ™
They manufacture it vp there."
tends full forty miles northwest, where
more of it. The wind rolls down the
Sometimes it rains, and then g'lou’d think

The | us hete, fills the valley where it narrows

inhaled the mes ex-

“Why, |

—look oat for troable, [ saw it oweu;
that fsall | want to see,”

“ L5 It o awinl, Dick#"

1t Is really awful, Mary.”

» And now it Jooks like ~like the
plains of Egept. 1 can't eoncelve of
suything disturbing the perfeot
of this Lesutiful svene,
away off there, Diek™

+ Alout the size of o mun's
poe " .

» It's the only speck in the sky," said
his wile.

Dick, as he kissed her standing on the
very top of Dan's Rock. *“Do you

“We have only been hero &
while."

“1t is three hours sinoe wo stopped
ut the foot of Dan's Rock.™

“M ness, Diek™

That's what 'm siways saying to
myself when | think youtook me bai)u
all the other fellows.™

* It can't be."

»Look for yoursell," said Dick, hold-

ount his watch. '
| “It's the grandest day of my life,
Dick. 1 woulda't have missed it for

‘ unyvthing."

| He gave her his hand and helped her |

down the rough places. Onee in »
- while Mury would stop to gather bits
of moss and fowers a8 mementos of a
| red-letter day. At least an hour was
consumed in the descent. Then they

got into the buggy snd turned home-
wazd, but not on the rosd leading past
Drake's.

“We want 10 see all that can be
seen, don't we?' sald Dick!

“Hy all means,” answered his wile,
as she tied her hat loosely asnd pre-
| pared to enjoy the drive home. *But
| dida’t your father tell you to go home
by Drake's?’

«‘I'he other is the better road.™

+You know best, Dick."

“Dick's mare went st o slappin
 pace, * She smells oats,” said Dick.
| “Look at Pringle’s Flat, Dick."

» Protty, fan't u?"
“There is not a leaf stirring, one
would think, It Jooks so restful over
l there! It might be a deserted village.”
o+ [t does look unusually quiet, now 1
notice it.  But then this sun is terrible.
See if youcan find our house over
| there, Mary.”
1 There was & long silence, then the
young wife gieefully pointed out the
house. and there was another long si-
| lenco, whioh was broken by Mrs, Hope
saying suddenly, * What is that curious
sound I hear?
| o1 henr notising.”

“There! Do you hear it now?

Dlek inclined an ear. They were
fairly clear of the rough land at the
base of Dan's Rock now, and the mure
was trotung rapidiy. Suddenly her
driver’s firm hand brought her upon
' her hauvcles,  Diek listencd intently.

His wife was rvight: ber ears were
| keener than his, there was someth
in the air.

At that Instant Mary's hand clutehed
his arm convulsively as she cried out,
o Oh, Dick, what is that back of us?’
She was looking back with horror-
stricken eyes and pale lirs.

Dick turned. A clond like a black
|wn!l was, rushing down on them; it

seemed to Dick Hope's eyes as black as
ink. An awful fear ]
| There was u hush, a stiliness in the air
| as ohilling s« the terrible clond behind
| them.  * Go "long” he exclaimed, des
. Lmrntoly. cutting the mare fiercely with
is whip.

The mare shot ont like an arrow, and
at that moment another sound smole
their enrs—a sound that was like the
erash of worlds. The mave plunged,
reared, then resumed her onward
| course. Her owner had lost all con-
trol of her,

fiut one thought animated Dick Ho
as he elasped ﬁil wife with his right
arm, while he held fast to the reins
with his left hand, shutting his teeth
like n vise. That thought was, * Fray
God we reach the river-bottom!"

The earth groaned under their foet.
A sound like the rush and roar and
soreams  of i
deafened them.
s'.lm'-tini{ turned nod clasped his
young wife in his srms. He did not
see the mare; he saw mnothing but
his wife's face, something in it
struck terror 10 his heart. His own
was us nshy gray ot that moment s his
young wife's when she turned her last
lppun.llng look upon himand moved her
lips. His one prayer was that they
might die together, It seomed to them
then that all the sound in the air and
earth was condensed, gathered into one
awiul shriek. Earth and sky were ob-
litorsted. Dick Hope felt himself lifted
:P and flung like & flake through ithe

r.

When he recovered his sansos he was
lii where he bad |Lnyad to be—-in
the river-bottom. with his wife close be-
side him. The awful storm did not
divide them. The tornado, like o
ing beast, had simply taken them up in
its teeth. so 1o speak, tossed them aside,
and pursued its path.  Where they were
lying the water was 30 shonal that it
searcely covered them.

Dick sat up and spoke to his wife, but
she did not answer, Then be put one
hand up involuntarily, in & , help-
Jess way. There was blood on his ‘“:}
he could not see; his eyes were full
sand, He struck himself in despair,
and, aguin grasping his wife, snid in »
hoarse voice, *Yon are not dead, Mary £

Whethor it was the water from the
river he dashed into his face or the Emh
of tears that came into his eyes, Dick
does not know to this day, but suddenly
his eyes became clear, sud he could see
his wife lying with her tace next him

over her breast, He

denly be summoned all

w
that md | her chovks, “ Don't !~ don't!

he sail.
band? I 0 can'thelpit. 1am not orying with
| pain or geiel; Vs because yoo

M:l
the
Mury Hope slowly opened
looked at her husband, Then put
her hands slowly up toher face and cov-

ered it
Dick saw the toars coursi m

are iiv

ng—beranse we are both & ”

Dick's strength retarned to him, He

“It's not like our sky, then,” said | stood up and looked sbout him. Uuntil
that moment he did not know that he

[ | wag costless nod withont vest or shirt:
know it isthme we wers moving nowl™ | he, was naked. He

little ‘

his eves
with his haods and looked down on him-
self like one wankening out of a dream.
Heo looked st his wife, still sitting with
her face covered with her :
* Mary, we nre almost naked. There Is
nol.hln)tun meo, snd your dress s in rib-
pons.” Ho loweel up asd down the
river in a helplesa way, still pressing »
hand to his hesd: “1 don't see--any
sign of—the—buggy or bhorse.” Then
he onst his ~lance at the blufl back of
them. *“Ccme, lot us go up on the

| I'll s00n

and the water wash her long hair
"Mm her up. He
telt ber hauds, her cheeks. Then sud-

kis romaining

mk."
He had to her.
hmte fright, dear Dick.
get over it," she said when he

It In the
sut her down v on the level nd.

« Mary, look over there, ol
ing? Mye'wa are so full of
sand, so sore, that 1 ean’'t make it out
quite. Everything looks blurred.”

She did not answer him. 1t was not
bocause ber eyes were not clear. As
she looked wonderingly, her hand, thst
had never relinquished her husband's
from the moment he seated her on the
praivie, clapsed hisgonvulsively. Then
she uttered & loud ery.

w11 expocied as much,” sald Dick,

-~ ing more to himself than to his

wife. **Nothing—nothing man ever
made eould before that storm. "

« Qli, Dick,” she exclaimed, sobbing-
ly, **there is mothing left of the town
—not s bouss, 1can only see a heap
| here and there—something like fallen

chimneys, and smoko aud fire.”
“That's the end of Pringle's Flag,
N”y.‘l.
Hé looked back over the prairie—
 baokto the fringe of trecs that skirted
a portion of the rond near the base of
‘ Dan's Rock but a little while since, Ho
| could not recogmize the place he had
Jlooked on a hundred times. The trees
hal disappedred; they had been swept
from the face of the earth. Then he
| shaded hiseyes with his hand aud looked
| across towhere I'ringle’s Flat had stood
in all the pride of a new Western town.
| Dick Hope suddenly koelt by his wife's
side, still holding her hand, saying, *Let

+

| us jnrny.‘

- mong all those who witnessed the
I awe-inspiring tornado that swept Prin-
' gle's Flat until not one stone stoud upon
| amother, killing, maiming all living
' creatures in its path, none have such

WE | vivid recollections as Diek Hope and

| his wife. When they refer to their ex-
| perience on that terrible day, they speak
‘in a low tone, reverently, at though
standing in the presence of the dead.—
David Lowry, in Lippineot? s Magasine.
el B A e

Mustrious Cobblers,
No one but a shoemsker could have

sossessod  him. | thought Coleridge serions in bis strange

| saving that the shoemaker's benoh had
' produced more eminent men than any
other handiceaft. The Sho: and Leather
Keporter has, however, compilod a **bill
of particulars,” in the shape of a list of
| famous cobblers, which seems to act as
(an effectual est 1 on all jealous
| craftsmen. Hans Christinn  Andersen,
| who needs no_introduction, may head
| the list, and Hans Sachs, of Nummh?.
who, though he made shoes all his life,
yet also made 6,000 poems, plays, faroces
and rhyming fables, may be put next.
Sir Cloudesley Shovel was a shoemaker
until he enlisted in the navy, and so
was Sir Christopber Minns, another
English Admiral. John Hewson, one
of Cromwell's Colonels, and & signer
of Charles 1.'s death warrant; Samuel
Bradburn, the “Demosthenes of Meth-
odism,"” as wel:‘ll ns :.l Bishop:!Jm::ﬁl
ington, whosescs! of publi-
cations reached the w‘lzlu:euummu
for that time—of thirty-seven volumes
in 1787—all these were cobblers al first,
if not at the last. Continuicg the En-
glish list, William Gifford, whose mem-
is preserved by a complimentary
allusion in Byron's * Englsh Bards
and Scotch viewers,” and whose
body is buried in Westminster Abbey;
George Fox, the arch-Quaker; William
C arey, & miss famous & century
ﬂpo. and who the mol the
ible in twenty-seven tal lan-
9; Samuel Drew, *‘the Locke of
o nineteenth contary.” whose experi-
ence ns an suthor led him to formulate
the sad truth that *‘the man who
makes shoes Is sure of his wages, but
the man who makes books is never
suro of anything;” Thomas Holerolt,
whose pamo is not nearly so well
known as that of a single one of his
rlayt. “The Road to Ruim:" the
tloomficld brothers, whom Byron thus
apostrophired:
u'ya toneful eobblers, sl your notes prolong
Compose st anes & siipper snd & sony”™

John Pounds, whom school children
eried at being turned away from—all
these, and lesser lights too numerous
to mention, were English shoemakers.

Sherman, one of the *

the list ln time, but Vice-President
Henry Wilson in ms:. ooy
were Congressman She
Worcester, founder of thoy Massachu-
setts Peace Society. And ex-Govern.
ors H. P. Baldwin, of Michigan, and
Willism Claflin, of Massachusetts, i
they never madoshoes, st least dealt in
them largely encugh to be named here
Altogether the list i sufliclently im

mmmdm to justify a vers
in favor of 'y sayivy

Besides thess | £
and Noah | o0

clty.

~-Mary Clemamer, so known as
a Wash has aban-
doned her letter writing and now de-
votes hersell almost entirely to loss
L

—Bishop Coxe, himself » of no
ordinary merlt, says that would

rather have written Watl's
“*When | survey the

;hulu Ablﬂl.l B. me
outh, Maas., M
birthduy. She

Adoniram Judson,
ary to nnd
house once occupied
door has nover been

said the :
against such strong rivalry, but it
out all right. Oh, the public knows &
good thing when it sees it."

—The bl n:ﬁullu. Harper’ 8, Scrib=
ner’ s and andic, receive enough
wanuscripts ¢ day to make up am

entire number. ‘This fact may help
some disssppointed people to

stand why it is that 5o many really good
articles hive to be rejected, and it ma
afford them a means of guessing why

is that the editor of a magazine cannot
send a detailed letter of explanstion
with each rejected contribution.
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HUNMOROUS,

—No matter how highly educated a
man js, when he is sick be is an il
Mterate. — Buwlon Transeripl

—Every mon has his follies, and
ofttimes they are the most interesting
things he has got. —Jish Billings,

—A poor excuse is better than none,
and the smme may be sail of & poot
dinner.— MNew Haven Fegisler.

—+That puts n diferent face on it,"
said the swindler when he raised o
ehv}:k from $20 to $200, ~Meriden Re-
coraer.

—Why is & gZreen mmon like a
ri's lips wheu she herlover good-
y al the gate? Because they both

pucker.— Wheeling Journal.

—Speech is silver and silence golden.
That i8 where it costs more to make s
man hold his tongue than it does to let
him talk. —XN. O, Hloayune

—Prof. Swing says ** the man
will be temperate, chaste, mercifal, just,
Baras pa::ﬂ “fﬁ i :o'md
sweetl-tem : Christian; a8 v
nnlghbor and a faithful citizen.” m-
ing. Why, dern yer pelt, we've arrived.
Buston Fost.

—Italy has a surplus of 15,000,000
lires. — Minancial Chronicle. That's un-
lucky, they're such a drug in the markes

just now. The Western rs are all
supplied, we unders and there
won't be any im t political came

paign for some time to come.—N. K.
Graphe.

—It was their first night abosrd the
steamer.  ** At last,” bo said tenderly,
«we are all slone, out upon the deep
waters of the dark blue sea, snd your
heart will always beat for me as it has
beat in the past?!” My heart's all

right.” she answered, I:Euldl , * but,
mg u‘::mh feels aw “--ﬁnoﬂp
hron

-

A Talking Corpse.
Not many da A corple Was
placed in the 4 .‘ownl one of the

Central traine st Syracase, cons
to Buffalo. The ear was well and
away back n one corner was stowed &
very talkative that was travel
to » point beyond Buffalo. In fromt
the parrot's cage was piled express
matter so_ high w to close the
moved right un-
hester. There

man was busy
m“n voice from one end
moaned * Lot me out, it's hot.”

nian who had noticed the box

directed his

were 'r(p“hd in more mournful tones
than bhfore. The frightened man lefs
the car in one bound, and linding the
conductor, said: ** Hask! they've ?l
live man in the coffin; come and holp
bim out!" The condnotor accom-
ied the geman to his car, and
soon succeeded in convincing him that
the corpse was not ns lively asthe
parrot, —lthaca (V. T.) Journal,

e A Mt
—Japan has 4,877 offices, and

Uhe aggregate longth ol its mail rout~s
th:&lmﬂu The mun=

la.o:‘kr system Is employed Lo the pube




